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A ROYAL THIEF-CATCHER.
CHAPTER I.
IN one of the smaller cities of India called Sravasti the people gathered together on a very hot day to stare at and talk about a stranger, who had come in to the town, looking very weary and walking with great difficulty because-his feet were sore with tramping for a long distance on the rough roads. He was a Bfahman, that is to say, a man who devoted his whole life to prayer, and had promised to give up everything for the sake of pleasing the god in whom he believed, and to care nothing for comfort, for riches, or for good food.
This Brahman carried nothing with him but a staff to help him along, and a bowl in which to receive the offerings of those who thought it their duty to help him and hoped by doing so to win favour in the sight of God. He was naked, except for a cloth worn about his loins, and his long hair was all matted together for want of combing and brushing. He made his way very slo^Jy and painfully through the crowds, till he came to a shady corner, and there he clown exhausted, holding out his bowl foip the